PATCHWORK                                          "A"
I particularly liked one of my sweepers, too.
D------took the matter in hand and gave some
quick orders in Hindi, and in forty-five seconds half
a dozen College sweepers were grovelling about,
salaaming on the steps. Then each had to be armed.
You'd have thought a college in an estate of a
hundred and sixty acres could provide six sticks
fairly quickly, but no. At last they came drifting
back, one by one, the sweepers, with bamboos of
varying thicknesses, some so enormous, so long and
so heavy on the old men's shoulders that it would
have been like attacking an ant in a cleft rock with
the butt of a gun.
Old M------K------was getting restive; and his
beard kept catching the breeze. He hadn't the least
idea what was expected of him, and kept stroking his
beard back into place.
Then I had a final look at the phalanx of sweepers,
and the arms, which they had in the end selected,
and at the last moment I lost courage myself. There
doesn't appear to be a college sweeper on the
"menial staff register" under seventy; but I wasn't
going to let my sweepers be used for the dirty work.
I went into my office and collected my walking
stick.
In India it may or may not be taboo for the